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OUR YELLING 


Where is our Y spirit? Is it gone 
forever? The yelling at Saturday 
night’s game is a poor example of 
what a Y student body can do. 
Pointedly, it was a disgrace. 

Wake up! Get the spirit, set be- 
hind the yell master. We must if 
we intend to win. We must be united 
and all take an interest in our team. 

You who were here last year know 
what can be done. You know, too 
that it was our spirit of confidence 
in our team that helped them to 
win the state championship last year. 
We must ressurrect this spirit if 
we intend to win again this year. 

Let everybody learn the Y songs 
and yells and use them for 
the purpose for which they were in- 
tended—to -arouse the spirit of fight 
to the last. 


Our team is going to win the cham- 
pionship again this year, but not 
without the combined fighting spirit 
of all. 
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CO-OPERATION. 


Ye Students! We must co-operate 
with the mangement of our school 
paper. You may “ask how can we do 
this? The answer is, by patronizing 
our advertisers. Deal with them ex- 
clusively and don’t be afraid to men- 
tion our paper when you buy. 

It is only through selection that we 
can make them appreciate what our 
school means to our town—to its busi- 
ness success. 

We believe that a campaign should 
be started that would take all trade 
away from those concerns that do not 
recognize the benefit of stuaent wrae. 
We can make them see it if we work 
together—both managers of the var- 
icus departments and the inatvidual 
students. 
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THE MOUNTAINS 


Each day in my walks these moun- 
tains grow grander, 

More gloriously grand do they tower, 

Afar in calm meadows sweet stream- 
lets meander, 

I list to their music an hour, 

Then up! To the mountains 
grander and grander, 

And glorious in grandeur they tower. 


for 


The snow, like a crown of white 
peace on the mountains, 

So pure ’gainst the blue bending sky, 

Whilst down in the vale, ah! the gar- 
dens and fountains, 

How calm and reposeful they lie. 

And the people they gaze with glad 
thoughts to the mountains, 

So massive and noble and high. 


My mountains! 
for the story, 

That came to her spirit from thee, 

And cherished the vision of splendor 
and glory, 

When distanced across the wide sea, 

Fair freedom floats o’er thee, true 
warm hearts adore thee, 

My Utah, thy mountains for me! 

—MINNIE IVERSON 


A child did rejoice 
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Y FIVE WINS FROM 
WEBER BY BIG SCORE 


(Continued from front page) 


undoubtedly, a fine chance to pull 
down the pennant. 

Following are the lineups 

FIRST GAME. 

Pleasant Grove. B. Y. H E. 
MUSE! rrie E EETA Sewall 
WOSE rA rnv E AAT McDonald 
BS Welker pases 2 Ge oe NEREA Cooper 
Cnt oy 2 ese Less Ae Beckstead 
P. Walker ...... E Porter 

Referee—Watson, of Weber. 

SECOND GAME. 

2 ee bl] Weber. 
Chipman’ o. 32): iets ee, Belnap 
Eggertsen ....... Fk in ea ae Miller 
PK reales, 3 CONE ee ee Nixon 
Sieci ncaa es E A Herbert 
TAPION e Aae ae en ge N IA Wilde 

Referee—Thurman, Provo High 
School. 
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WINTER’S RETURN 
One morn I woke to find the day 
A pale, chill dawn—all drear and gray, 
All life subdued and uniform, 
Prophetic of impending storm. 
Once as the earth is silence waited 
The feeble sunlight permeated 
The low’ring cloud.—a vain attempt 
Of day’s deposed illuminant. 
Then swept the north wind o’er the 
mead, 5 | 
Capricious eddy of leaf and seed, 
That frolicked over the frosty lawn, 
And tossed about in the air of dawn; 
That whistled through the vurchard 
trees, 
And waved their naked arms with 
ease; 
That blew 
leaves 
Around the house, beneath the eaves. 
“Its ice cold fingers come and wane 
And tap upon the window pane.” 
The thought come to me with a chill, 
I shivered on the window sill. 
The wind passed on; ’twas still and 
cold; 
The world looked desolate and old. 
The gray clouds settled slowly down 
Enveloping the silent town. 
A snow flake fluttered to and fro, 
Quite undecided where to go; 
Another here, another there 
Slowly settling through the air. 
Now faster, thicker, down they fall, 
Cov’ring the window, wafte’ning the 
wall. 
Old earth is donning a quaint white 
gear. 
Autumn is gone and winter is here. 
—RULON P. BENNION. 


their last sere, shriveled 


